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WHIPPED UP ROMANCE 



KM 

DOB HILTON looked around the cafeter«. 
" of radio station KNKN and put his soup 
spoon down. "Marry me," he said. 

Pat Reeder looked up from buttering a roll. 
"In front of all these people?" 

He shook his head impatiently. "Of course 
not," he said. "In a church. Or at City Hall. 
Or in an airplane. Where does it matter?" 

Pat consulted a paper napkin on which sev- 
eral check marks had. been drawn with her 
blue pencil— the one she used to edit radio pro- 
gram scripts. "We have been eating here ten 
minutes and you have asked me to marry you 
four times already." she remarked archly. 
^ "Three times you refused." he admitted. 
"And now a fourth, I suppose?" He smiled, 
and resumed eating. 

"Fifth," she said. "I'll save you asking before 
the main course." 

"But why?" he asked, crumbling a cracker 
into the bowl. "Why, is all I ask. I'm hand- 
some. I make a good salary. I am practically 
a genius and my prospects may take me eventu- 
ally to the Presidency -of the station," he 
added hastily. "What's more, ten other women 
are besieging me night and day asking me for 
my hand. One of them has six million dollars!" 

"That's interesting," she said. "Maybe I can 
be a witness if you marry six million dollars." 

He looked up in comic despair. "But why?" 
-he asked. "I only asked why you wouldn't 
marry me. After all, you're beautiful, desir- 
able, brilliant and you make a good salary. 
You seem to like me. At least you've never 
thrown a table at me. I don't know whether 
or not you love me, but you might after a 
dozen years or so." 

"Marriage," Pat began over the first mouth- 
ful of fried scallops, "is a lot of trouble. Later 
on, with babies, it turns into more trouble. 
Even later on, with old age, it's nothing but 
trouble." 

"Trouble?" he asked, amazed. "Marriage is 
trouble? Since when?" 

She put her fork down and ticked off her 
fingers one by one. "One. cooking, two. wash- 
ing, three, house cleaning, four, beating rugs, 
five, beating your husband unless he takes it 



By John Mart 




fed 

into his head to beat you, six, shopping, seven, 
washing dishes, eight, making and unmaking 
beds . . ." She paused and sighed. "No. I'm a 
career girl. I'm proud of the fact. And I 
couldn't sandwich my career into household 
duties. 

"I would help you," he said craftily. 

"Until after the honeymoon," she replied 
sweetly. "After that you wouldn't unless I got 
a court order. Men never do." 

"You are cynical." she said reprovingly. 

"I am a perfectly sensible young woman," 
she said. 

"So all that is getting in the way between 
us is a question of time," he mused. "Well, 
that's interesting. Yes, indeed, that's very, very 
interesting." 

"No doubt you think it is wrong for a woman 
to want a career," she remarked, nettled. 

"No, not at all." he said airily. "I am a mod- 
ern, young man. If my wife wants to work 
that's okay with me. It helps pay the bills 
and millions of women have careers anyway. 
In fact I am in favor of you having a career. 
Women with careers always have something 
interesting to talk to their husbands about in 
the long, cold winter evenings over the radi- 
ator." 

Dessert came and he said little and she 
looked at him oddly and then glanced down 
at the check marks. "Not going to ask any 
more?" she said. 

"Ask what ?" 

"Why, if I'll marry you!" 

"There's always tomorrow." he said. He 
looked at her in silence for a moment and then 
smiled. "I am going to base my case for the 
defendant— in this matter, myself— on the fact 
that the woman in the case— yourself, of course 
— is a sensible, practical, young girl." He 
paused. "Tomorrow." 

"What do you mean?" 

"Who, me?" 

"Look." Pat began, annoyed. "What is all 
this mystery?" 

"This is not a mystery." he remarked, wav- 
ing a hand for the cafeteria bill. "It is a con- 
spiracy, if you wish. Cloak and dagger stuff. 
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■The body found on the steps of the church 
I wearing something old, something new, some- 
thing borrowed and blue. The groom coming 
I up with a ring to be placed later on on the 
I third finger, left hand." 

I Pat smiled banteringly. "What is this?" she 
demanded. "All I ask is, what are you talking 
I ibout?" 

I "I have just thought of something," he said. 

"I have been saving up for an engagement 
I ring for a long time and this thought of mine 
I his finally told me when to buy it. You see," 
I he continued hastily, "I have always seen my 
1 telf in the role of your husband. Personally, 
| I love you. Personally, I think you love me. 
, Personally I think you are letting precon- 
; ceived notions about marriage get the better 

of your judgment. Ah yes, judgment," he said 
I vaguely. "That's what I'm relying on. Your 

impeccable and magnificent judgment and 
, talent." 

"That's nice," she said, getting up from the 
I table. "My judgment tells me that marriage 
\ would get in the way of any work I'd want 
I to do." 

I "Work!" he said suddenly. "By the way, 
I have you seen Frazer about that new women's 
I show you'll start handling in the morning?" 
I They passed out of the cafeteria and paused 
f at the steps leading to the control tower of 
r the radio station. 

I "No," she said. "I'm getting it this after- 
I noon. But it can't be too difficult. It's one of 
■ those fill-in shows, where most of the dialogue 
I iin't written at all, but falls where it may. I 
' know that much. And I've never fallen down 
El on a thing like that in the two years I've been 
g here." 

I "You — urn — you're MCing the show, aren't 
f you?" he asked waggishly. 
I ''I am," Pat replied sharply. "Why?" 
1 He made a series of passes in the air, hyp- 
s' notically. 

"You are going to marry me," he announced 
solemnly. "Sleepy — drowsy— sleepy — drowsy. 
I You are in my power, or, rather you will be 
i tomorrow. Some time around noon, I should 
1 say!" He snapped his fingers dramatically and 

winked. "Wake — and go to your doom!" 
j "'Bye, darling," Pat said, shaking her head 
. sadly and whirling a finger around rapidly in 
the vicinity of her left temple. "If anything 
happens tomorrow around noon, it'll simply be 
the nut wagon driving up to get you." 

On her way to the office she smiled secretly. 
Bob was nice, she thought, and, as he had sur- 
mised, she did love him. But love and work, 
she knew, had a hard time going together. 



Maybe In a few years when the was older— 

but not now. 

She walked into her office humming a tune, 
pressed the inter-office communicator butter* 
and spoke into the mouthpiece. "Ken?" the 
asked.' "Ken Frazer, please." 

She watted a moment and then spoke re- 
plied she said : "Will you have that new show 
sketch sent in. Ken? I'm ready to work on it." 

It arrived by office boy four minutes later. 
She leaned back in her chair, relaxed and began 
reading. All she knew about it was that it had 
something vaguely to do with a . . . 

Abruptly, Pat sat up and gasped. There it 
was in black and white. And she was doomed! 
Doomed, she thought, because she really was 
the MC on the program and not only the MC 
but also because of that the main participant. 
Her talent and judgment were going to do her 
in. And she'd have to do her best with them, 
to maintain the high reputation she had at 
good old KNKN. For a moment she pondered, 
then the ghost of a smile lit her face. 

At exactly five minutes past noon, the fol- 
lowing day, she walked from Studio B after 
the completion of the hour-long woman's pro- 
gram, Bob was waiting. A piece of paper was 
in his hand. He smiled. 

"The title of your first woman's program 
was 'Cutting Corners in Housework'," he said 
triumphantly. "You had six women guests, all 
of them housewives, and experts at it. The idea 
of the program was to reduce the housewives' 
day to the smallest possible expenditure of 
time. Right?" 

"Right," she said mournfully, but with a 
gleam in her eyes. 

££^1HALLENGED by their experience, 
%y you, as a loyal servant of KNKN, 
offered idea after idea." He waved the paper. 
"In fact, all by yourself, you showed how 
plenty of time could be saved. Enough, in fact, 
to enable you to marry and have a career— 
at home, of course. After all, as a program 
editor, you don't have to work in an office if 
you don't want to. You can do your editing 
at home. Right?" 

"Right 1" she said and this time she smiled 
broadly. 

"Third finger, left hand, please," Bob asked 
suavely, and when she put it out, he placed 
an engagement ring on it. 

"Ah, talent, judgment," he murmured appre- 
ciatively, kissing her. 

THE END 
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. . ~<N COVlO I PUT INTO WORDS MY ALMOST CHtlD- 
I I* FEAR OF GROWING OLD WITHOUT HAWNG 
> BEALLV LIVED ? CHICK WOULD NEVER LEAVE 



^ CHICK, VOU'RE RELIABLE AND KIND AND LOV48LE/S 
YOU HAVE EVERYTHING TO OFFER—BUT WILLOW ' 
FALLS HASN'T- THIS TOWN IS DEAD AND DOE5NT 
KNOW IT, MARRIAGE ID YOU MEANS BURYING 
\W*ELF HERE/ I C4WT DO THAT/ 




HCW CAN lOU &E BORED By , 
THE IDEA OP MAKING A HOME ' 
AND RAISING A FAMILY AND 
SHOWING UP WITH THE TOWN'? s 
you WONT GET Km* PIC- 
TURE IN THE PAPERS, BUT 
MDU'LL BE HAPPY/ 
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This moment, i knew, was the crisis of My life 

HALF- OF ME LONGED FOB SOMETHING I'D LEFT 
BEHIND— AND HALF FOB THE NEW LIFE I SAW 

AROUND ME. I y — ■■ 

J / JUST LEAVE EVERYTHING TO \ 
ME. WE'LL ELOPE DURING TO- 
NIGHT'S FIESTA 
" GET MARRIED 

VESA CRUZ BY / 
THE U5- CON- / 




PACVMV «V 
THING* I 

TRUFPTO 6E 
BMLI5TJCi 

X TRIED TO 

PICTURE LE5 
yWMV HUSBAND, 

A* THE HEAP 

CPA HOUS#- 
MOLfl, BUT 
ALI COULP 

5W WAS A 

♦7DHV- BOOK 
HERO, DRESSED 
UKE AH ANIMAL 

T8AINER, 
BAITING A TIGER 

TRAP IN THE 
JUNGLE, WA5 1 

THE TH5ER? 




WE MADE THE TRIP TO THE FIESTA — BUT THERE, 
EVERYTHING PIDN'TgQ ACCORDING TO PLAN. 



WE'LL WATCH THE PARADE FROM 
HERE, LES, WHY DON'T SOU TAKE 
ALICE UP TO PACO-5 BALCONY? 

SHE CAN TRY HIS PAPAYA PUNCH,' 





PLEASE DON'T BE ANG^vTbUtTV' 5 AWGRV r "?ADE WAS DROWNED OUT BY 
COULDN'T WE WAIT UNTIL TO ~ ) THE ^ VDDEN SCREECH OF BRAKES, AND WE 

MORROW, LES? , TUEWED lw TI ^E TO SEE THE FIRST FLOAT 

TOPPLE OVER THE SPOT WHERE MRS. DAMON ' 
STOOD. ■ 



TON'T TELL ME 
/ YOU'RE GETTMG COLD 
FEET, ALICE. STOP BE- 
ING A LITTLE FOOL,OR 
I'LL BEGIN TO THINK 
TOU REALLY BELONG 
' ^ON MAIN STREET 
' INSTEAD OF.. 
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Sweethearts 

the picture-romance magazine that is a window 
L through which you can see the tragedy, the heart- 
break, and the incomparable rapture of true love! 
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